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Moltke was a frivolous old courtier, who had gained his
little experience in long service in the household, and even
were he appointed, could only anticipate the practicability
of carrying on affairs by implicit confidence in his rival.
The Count de Moltke was a tool.

Skilful as my father was in controlling and veiling his
emotion, the occasion was too powerful even for his firmness.
For the first time in his life he sought a confidant, and firm
in the affection of a son, he confessed to me, with an agita-
tion which was alone sufficient to express his meaning, how
entirely he had staked his felicity on this cast. He could
not refrain from bitterly dilating on the state of society, in
which secret influence and the prejudices of a bigoted class
should for a moment permit one, who had devoted all the
resources of a high intellect to the welfare of his country,
to be placed in momentary competition, still more in per-
manent inferiority, with such an ineffable nonentity as the
Count de Moltke.

Every feeling in my nature prompted me to energy. I
counselled my father to the most active exertions; but
although subtle, he was too cautious, and where he was him-
self concerned, even timid. I had no compunction and no
fear. I would scruple at no means which could ensure our
end. The feeling of society was in general in our favour.
Even among the highest class, the women were usually on
the side of my father. Baroness Engel, who was the evening
star that beamed unrivalled in all our assemblies, and who
fancied herself a little Duchess de Longueville, delighted in
a political intrigue. I affected to make her our confidante.
We resolved together that the only mode was to render our
rival ridiculous. I wrote an anonymous pamphlet in favour of
the appointment of the Count de Moltke. It took in every-
body, until in the last page they read my panegyric of his
cream cheeses. It was in vain that the Count de Moltke
and all his friends protested that his excellency had never